78         HOBSE-KACING AND GENEBAL TRAINING.

military spirit, and sighed for the liberty to go out
fi on the lines" and fight the British.

The martial music, the waving plumes, and magni-
ficent uniform, had driven from my mind entirely the
bloodshed and carnage of the battle field; beside, I was
sick and tired of being a slave, and felt ready to do
almost any thing to get where I could act and feel like
a free man.

I became acquainted with a Mr. McClure, a mer-
chant in Bath, who, while on a journey to Philadel-
phia, to purchase goods, was taken suddenly ill and
died; when his brother, George McClure, came on to
attend to his diseased brother's business. He was a
fine, persevering kind of man, and very soon got to be
General McClure, and commanded the brigade in
Steuben County, and, as such, was liable to be called
at any time when his services were required, to go to
the frontier and guard our lines from the invasion of
the English army.

To him I applied for a situation as waiter, which he
readily agreed to give me if I could get the consent of
Captain Helm. I thought there would be no trouble
about that- and oh! how I dreamed of and anticipated
the happiness of being something beside a slave, for a
little while at least. Almost every day I went to the
store to talk to Gen. McClure of this greatest happiness
imaginable, "going to the lines!" and was impatient
for the chance to arrive that would send me there.etely intoxicated with aed-Jtiats in true militaryueling
